| In ſorrows that wore and that wounded the 


1 Had a ſtrange way of thinking all good but 


The world gave him ta'ents he thought were 


Tou CARELESS, 
As ſung by by Mr. Dicnum. 


ARELESS ws odd, —_ 
genius ſome ſaid, 
And his hearty ſpeak ruth, was a$ odd ay 
his hea 
For he 1 all maxims to ſerve his own 
en $, 8 . 
And he had but one purpoſe, a zeal for his 
friends, - 
His motto was tir, in wh:tever you da 
Perſiſt — right, and you're ſure to come 
through. 


In life twas his fortur e, alas! to take part 


cart, 
To himſelt 1'ke a miſer he kept all his grief, 
His philoſophy-filence that lighted relief, 
When danger oppreſt him he ſtill kept in view 
His old motto, peffiſt and you re ſu :e to come 
through, 


Men compain of che ſex, but fo ſtrange was 
his mind, 

Treat them well, he would ſay, and they're 
ſure to bekind, 2 

When he heard of bad people this whimſical elf 


himſelf, 


not tr ues 4 
His empire was temper, and there be came 
through. 


Of foes while he liv'd he could reckon on 
none, 
When he dy'd, all exclaim'd, that good tem- 


was gone, 

Tom Carel-ſ;. had converſe with lorrow be- 
gull'd, 
For he talk'd like a man, with the heart ofa 

child, | 

And to his laſt momentsthis Point kept in view | 

Perf in the right, and you 're ſure to come 

through, 


